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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MERLIN, Mr. BzNnsSLEy. 
CY MON, Mr. VERNON. 
.DORUS, Mr. PARSONs. 
LINCO, | Mi. K IN 8. 
DAM ON, Mr. FAwezrr. 
DORILAS, Me. Fox. 
HYMEN, - Mr. Gio RGI, 


CUPID, Miſs Roczrs. 
Demons of Revenge, Mr. CHAMPNES8, &c. &c, 


Knights, Shepherds, &c. &c. &c. &c, 


URGANDA, Mrs. BappzLzy. 
 SYLVIA, Mrs. An RE. 
FATIMA, Mrs. ABINGTON. 


Firſt SHEPHERDESS, Miſs REYNOLDS. 
Second SHEPHERDESS, Mis PL y m. 
DORCAS, Mrs. BRADSHAW. 
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DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 
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SCENE, UrcanD&'s Palace. 


* 


Enter MERLIN and URGAN DA. 


Urg. DU hear me, Merlin, Fbeſeech you, hear 
me. TY | o 
Mer. Hear you! I have heard you for years 


have heard your vows, your proteſtations— Have 


you not allur'd my affections by every female art? 
and when I thought that my unalterable ' paſſion: 
was to be rewarded for its conſtancy— What have 
ou done ?—Why, like mere mortal woman, in the- 
true ſpirit of frailty, have given up me and my 
pes—for what ?—a boy, an ideot. | 
B 3 Urg. Ev'n 
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Urg. Ev'n this I can bear from Merlin. 

Mer. You have injur'd me, and muſt bear more. 

Urg. I'll repair that injury 

Mer. Then ſend back your fav'rite Cy mon to 
bis di ſconſolate friends. „„ 

Urg.. How can you imagine that ſuch a poor ig- 

norant object as Cymon is can have any charms for 
me ? ; 
Mer. Ignorance, no more-than profligacy, is ex- 
cluded from female favour ; the ſucceſs of rakes and 
fools, is a ſufficient warning to us, could we be 
wiſe enough to take it. 

. Urg. You miſtake me, Merlin ; pity for Cymon's 
ſtate of mind, and friendſhip for his father, have 
induced me to endeavour at his cure, 

Mer. Falſe, prevaricating Urganda! Love was 
yotr inducement. Have you not ſtolen the prince 
from his royal father, and detained him here by your 
power while a hundied knights are in ſearch after 
him ?—Does not every thing about you prove the 
conſequence of ycur want of honour and faith to 
me? Were you not plac'd on this happy ſpot of 
Arcadia, to be the guardian of its peace and inno- 
cence ?. and have not the Arcadians liv'd ſor ages 
the envy of leſs happy, becauſe leſs virtuous people? 

Urg. Let me beſcech you, Merlin, ſpare my 
ſhame. 

Mer. And are they not at laſt, by your example, 
ſunk from their ſtate of happineſs and tranquillity 
to that of care, vice, and folly | Their once happy 


lives are now imbitter'd with envy, paſſion, vanity, . 


felfiſhneſs, and inconftancy ;—and who are they to 


curſe for this change? Urganda, the loſt, Urganda. 


A" 


| 9 AIR. 


S YM O N. 7 


A+ 1: Ron} Nh 
If pure are the ſprings of the fountain, O 
As purely the river will flow, 8 
If noxtous the * bv from the mountain, D 4 
It poi ſons the valley below— ID 
So of vice, or of virtue, poſſeſt, 5 8 
he thrane makes the nation. wi 
Thro ev'ry gradation, Q 
Or wretched, or bleſt. 7 


. Urg. Let us talk calmly of this matter. 

| Mer. Til converſe with you no more—becauſe J 
I will be no more deceiv'd: I cannot hate you, tho? 
I ſhun you—Yet, in my miſery, Ihave this conſo- 
lation, that the pangs.of my jealouſy are at leaſt 
equall'd by the torments of your fruitleſs paſſion. 


Still wiſh and figh, and wiſh again, 

Love is dethron'd, Revenge ſball reign ! 

Still ſhall my pow'r your arts confound, 

AN DP CyYMON's CURE SHALL BE URGAN- 
DA'S WOUND. [Exit Merlin. 
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| | 
i 


| 
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Urg. « And Cymon's cure ſbull be Urganda's 
wound! What myſtery is couch'd in theſe words ? 
— W hat can he mean ? Fa SHO 


Enter Fatima, hoking after Merlin. 


Fat. Vil tell you, Madam, when he is ont of 
hearing—He means miſchief, and terrible miſchiet 
too; no leſs, I believe, than raviſhing you, and 
cutting my tongue out—l wiſh we were out of his 
clutches. | 

- Urg. Don't fear, Fatima. 

Fat. I can't help it, he bas great power, and is 
miſchievouſly angry.. 

Urg. 


8 M. O N. 

Urg. Here is your protection (ſhewing ber 
wand.) My power is at leaſt equal to his— 
(muſes) And Cymon's cure ſball be Urganda's 
<vound / „ +5 4 

Fat. Don't trouble your head with theſe 0dd 
ends of verſes, which were ſpoke in a paſſion ; or, 
perhaps, for the rhyme's ſake.— Think a little to 
clear us from this old miſchief- making conjurer— 
What will you do, madam? _— 

Urg. What can I do, Fatima? ; 


Fat. You might very eaſily ſettle matters with 
him, if you cou'd as eaſily ſettle em with yourſelf, 


Urg. Tell me how ? 
Fat. Marry Merlin, and fend away the young 
fellow. (Urganda ſhakes ber bead.) I thought fo 


—we are all alike, and that folly of ours in prefer- 


ring two-and-twenty to two-and-forty, runs thro? 
the whole ſex of us—but, before matters grow 
worſe, give me leave to reaſon a little with you, 
madam— | By: | | 

Urg. I am in love, Fatima, (ſigbing) 

Fat. And poor reaſon may ſtay at home—me ex- 
actly !—Ay, ay, we are all alike — but with this 
difference, madam—your paſſion 1s ſurely a ſtrange 
one - you have ſtolen away this young man; who, 
bating his youth and figure, has not one ſingle cir- 
cumſtance to create affection about him. He is half 
an idiot, madam, which is no great compliment to 
your wiſdom, your beauty, or your power. 

Urg. I deſpiſe them all for they can neither re- 
—_— paſhon, or create one where I would have 
t bt > 73 
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1 
What is knowledge, and beauty, and power, 

Or what is my magical art ? 
Can I for a day, for an hour, 

Have beauty to make the youth kind, 

Have pow r ver bis mind, 
Or knowledge to warm his cold heart : 

O na-——a weak bay all my magie diſarms, 
And I figh all the day with my pow'r and my charms. 


Fat. Sigh all the day !—More ſhame for you, 
madam—Cymon is incapable of being touch'd with 
any thing; nothing gives him pleaſure, but twirling 
his cap, and hunting butterflies—he'll make a ſad 
lover indeed, madam— | 

Urg. I can wait with patience for the recovery 
of his underſtanding ; it begins to dawn already. 

Fat. Where pray? 

Urg. In his eyes. 

Fat. Eyes !|—Ha, ha, ha !—Love has none, ma- 
dam—the heart only ſees, on theſe occaſions 
Cymon was born a fool—and his eyes will never 
look as you would have them, take my word for 
it. 

 Urg. Don't make me deſpair, Fatima. 

Fat. Don't loſe your time then ; *tis the buſineſs 
of beauty to make fools, and not cure em Even [ 
poor I, could have made twenty tools of wiſe men, 
in half the time that you have been endeavouring 
to make your fool fenſible—O ! *tis a ſad way of 
ſpending one's time. Ins; 

Urg. Hold your tongue, Fatima my paſhon is 
too ſerious to be jeſted with. | 

Fat. Far gone indeed, madam—and yonder goes 
the precious object of it, 

5110 „ Urg. 
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Urg. He ſeems melancholy: what's the matter 
with him? 

Fat. He's a fool, or he might make himſelf ve 
merry among us—T'Il leave you to make'the wol 
of him.— 

Urg. Stay, Fatima —and help me to divert him. 
Flat. A fad time, when a lady muſt call in help 

to divert her gallant |—but I'm at your ſervice.— | 


URGANDA, 
11 


Hitber, all my ſpirits, tat. 

With your magic powers attend, 
. the miſts, that claud his mind : 

Mufuck, melt the frozen boy, 

Rai ſe his foul to love and goy; 
Dulnejs makes the heart unkind, 


Enter Cymon melancholy, 


Cym. What do you ſing for ?—Heigho ! (/ghing.) 
Fat. What's the matter, young Gentleman? 

Cym. Heigho ! 

Urg. Are you not-well, Cymon ? 

Cym. Yes,—I am very well. 

Urg. Wiy do you ſigh then? 

ths Eh ! (looks fooliſhly.) 

Fat. Do you ſee it in his eyes, now, madam ? 

Urg. Prithee, be quiet What is it you want? 
tell me, Cymon—Tell me your wiſhes, and you 
ſhall have em. 

Cym. Shall I ? : 
Org. Les, indeed, G 

Fat. Now, for it— 

Om. 1 wiſh—heigho ! 
the. Theſe ſighs muſt mean ſomething. 
Caſide to * Y 

at. 


It ? 
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Fat. I wiſh you joy, then; find it out, madam, 
Urs. What 2 you ſigh for / 


m. I want — E 3371.34 (feebs.) 


rg. What, what, my feet creature? ( RY 7 
Cy m. To go awa 
Fat. O la !—the meaning's out, 
 Urg. What would you leave me then? 
Cym. Yes. 
Urs. Why would you leave me? 
Cym; I don't know. 
ths. Where would you go? 
| yo Any where. 
Urg. Had you rather go any where, than ſtay 
with me ? 
Oi. I had rather go any where than ſtay with 
any 3 
Urg. But you can't love me „if you would leave 
me, Cymon. | 
m. Love you! what's that? | 
Urg. Do you feel nothing here? In yrs heart, 
Cymon ? 
Cym. Yes, I do. 
Urg. What is it? 
Om. I don't know. (abt. 
Urg. That's a ſigh, . I the cauſe of 


Cym. Yes, Indeed you are. 

Urg. Then I am bleſt! 

Fat. Poor lady 

Urg. But how do I cauſe it? 
Cym. You won't Jet me go f. | 
Fat Poor lady! ( ofide.) 
Urg. Will you love me, If I let you Lo * 


Cym. Any thing, if you ll let ne gho—praylet me 


9 Urg. You can't love me, and go tow, 
* | 
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Fat. I'm out of all patience — What the dence 
would you have, young gentleman? Had you one 
grain of underſtanding, or a ſpark of ſenſibility in 
you, you would know and fee] yourſelf to be the 
happieſt of Mortals. 1 

Cym. I had rather go for all that. 

Fat. The picture of the whole ſex l Ohl ma- 
5 will never do, a little coquetry is the 
thing; | bait my hook with nothing elſe; and I 
always catch fiſh. (aſide to Urganda.) 

Urg. What! had you rather go away than live 
here in ſplendor, be careſs'd by me, and have all 
your commands obey'd ? | h 

Cym. All my commands obey'd ? 

Urg. Yes, my dear Cymon ; give me your affec- 
tions, and I will give you my power you ſhall be 
lord of me and mine. | 

Cym. O Lord! 

Fat. O, the fool! = 

Urg. I will ſhew him my power, and captivate 
his heart thro? his ſenſes, 

Fat. You'll throw away your powder and ſhot. 


Urganda waves her wand, and the ſtage changes to a 
magnificent garden. Cupid und the Loves de- 


fee e 
CU PI. BDB 


A I R. 
O! why will you call me again, 
' "Tis in vain, tis in vain; 
The pow'rs of a god 
Cann guicken this clod, 
Alas It is labour in vain : | 
O Venus] my mother, ſome new objed give ber! 
This blunts all my arrows, and empties my quiver. 


A Dance 
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A Dance by Cupid and followers. 


During the entertainment of Hingi ng and Dancing 
Cymon at finſt ſtarer about him, then grown inat- 


tentive, and at laſt full aflesp. 


Urg. Look, Fatima, nothing can affect lis i in- 
ſenſibility—and yet, what a beaufiful ſimplicity ! 
Fat. Turn him out among the ſheep, madam, 
and think of him no more — tis all labour in vain, 
as the ſong ſays, I aſſure you. | 
tg Cymon, Cymon | whit” are you dead to 
their entertainments ? , 
Te Dead! I hope not; ( mw ” 2 
How can you 1 be ſo unmov "+ 1 
we: 54 me ſo t at F will ' 


# & © 4 


>, hen em me FI 1. 20 Fs Getting up ) 


Ma would you” 80 7 Tel nity and 
PII i 90 3 yon, my ſweet youth.” | 


C: 25 No, Il go b mY yſelf. . 
g. And ſo Jev. {hall ;" bit where 


45 to the fields. | 
95 Br t is not this Barden pleaſanter than the 
fields, my. palace than cottages, and my company” 
more agreeable to you than the thephetds ? 
Qn. Why bow can 1 tel till I try; you won't 


let nie chuſe. 
A” 1 R. 


PF u 25 me: laſt week a yourig 1 linnet, 
Sbut up in a fine golden cage; 
Yet bow 2 the poor ” think was within it, 


Oh bow did it „eee and rage! 


Then 


15 c M O N. 


T ben he mop'd, and be pin'd, 
T hat his wings were confin'd, 
Till I open'd the door of bis den ; 
Then ſa merry was he, | 
And becauſe he was 7 ree, | 
He come to his cage back again. | 


And ſo ſhould I too, if you would let me 80— 
Org. And would you return to me again? 
Cym. Yes, I would have no where elſe to go. 
Fat. Let him have his humour when he is not 

confin'd, and is ſeemingly diſregarded, you may | 

have him, and mould him as you pleaſe— Tis a 

receipt for the whole, ſex, 

Urg. I'll follow. your advice—Well, Cymon, 
you ſhall go wherever you pleaſe, and for as long as 
you pleaſe. 

Im. O la ! and PI! bring you a bird's neſt, and 
ſome cowſlips—and ſhall I let my linnet out too? 

Fat. O, ay, pretty creatures; 1 rah, let 'em 80 
together. 8 

Urg. And take this, Cymon, wear it for m fake; 
and don't forget me. ( Gives Cymon à noſegay. ) 
Tho' it won't give paſſion, it will encreaſe it, if 
he. ſhould think kindly of me; and abſence may be- 
friend me ¶ Aſide. ) Go, Cymon, take 2 com- 
* and be happier, than I can make 0 | 

Cym. Then I'm out of my cage, an ſhall mope 


no longer. 
Urg. His tranſports diſtra& me ] muſt retire 
to conceal my uneaſineſs. ( Retires. ). 


Fat. And I'll open the gate to the priſoners. [Exi/. 
cm. And Ill fetch * Hide: and da fg away 
together. 4 | 
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Oh liberty, liberty ! dear happy liberty 1 

Nothing's like thee ! 
So merry are we, 

My linnet and I, 
From priſon we're free, 

Away we will fly, 
To liberty, liberty ! 
Dear happy liberty ! 

Nothing like thee ! 


Ki 3. 
SCENE, A Rural Freſpeci. ; 
Ener aue Shepberdeſſes. 


7 Sbep. H A T to be left and forſaken ! 
and ſee the falſe fellow make the 


ſame vows to another, almoſt before my face! I 
can't bear it, and I won't 

2d Shep. Why, look ye, Siſter, I am as little 
inclin'd to bear theſe things as yourſelf ; and if my 
ſwain had been faithleſs too, I ſhould have been 
me at it, to be ſure; but how can you help your- 
ſelf ? 

% Shep. I have not thought of that; I only 
feel I can't bear it; and as to the wort, I muſt truſt 
in a little miſchief of my own to bring it about. — 
O, that I had the power of our enchantreſs yonder ! 
I wou'd play the devil with them all. 

2d. Shep. And yet folks ſay, ſhe has no power 
in love-matters; you know, notwithſtanding her 
charms, and her ſpirits, ſhe is in love with a fool, 
and has not wit enough to make him return it. 
C 2 if 


[ . 
f | 
. 
. 
, 
. 
il 
[ N 
14 0 
* 
11 
Fi 
: 1 
* 
4 | 1 
_ 
8 
oof 
4 
. 
i 
x 
» 
. 17 
. 
| 
: 
a "fl 
6 
. 
* 
I 
þ . 
. 
a 
} z 
1 
” 
: 
: 
* 
19 
* 
N > 
if | 
, T 
1 
* 
15 
= 
„ 
15 
f 
* 
MH N 
» | = 
LH b 
[i 
TH 


16 N. 

1/3 Shep. No matter for that; if I could not 
make folks love me, I would make them miſerable 
and that's the next pleaſure to it. 

2d Sbep. And yet, to do juſtice fo to her who 
makes all this diſturbance among you, ſhe does not 


in the leaſt encourage the Shepherds, and ſhe can't 


help their falling in love with her. 

1/7 Shep. May be fo, nor can, L help hating and 
deteſting her, becauſe they do fall in love with her. 
—Sylvia's good qualities cannot «<xcu{e-her to me; 
my quarrel to her is, that all the young fellows fol- 
low her, not becauſe ſhe does not follow the young 
fellows. | 8 . 

2d Shep. Well, but really pow, ſiſter, *tis a 
little hard, that a girl, who has beauty to get lovers, 
or merit enough to keep 'em, ſhould be hated for 
ker good qualities. (Aﬀedtedl;.) 

I/ Sbep. Marry come up, my inſulting ſiſter ; 
becauſe you think your ſhephBrd conſtant, you have 
no feeling for the falle-heartedneſs of mine.—But 
don't be too vain with your {ucceſs ; my Dorilas is 


made of tke ſame ſtuff as your Damon; and I can't 


for the life of me ſee that you have any particular 
ſecurity for your fool, more than I had-for-mine. 
2d Shep. Why are you ſo angry, my dear 
ſiſter?—I am not Sylvia, and to oblige you, I will 
abuſe her wherever I go, and whenever you pleaſe ; 
I think ſhe is a moſt provoking creature, and I wiſh 
ſhe was out of the country with all my ſoul. 
| If Sbep. And ſo ſhe ought to be. She has no 
buſineſs here with her good qualities. Nobody 
knows who ſhe is, or whence ſhe came. —She was 
left here with gld -Dorcas, but how, or by whom, 
or for what, except to make miſchief among-us, 1 
know not—There is ſome myſtery about her, and 
PH find it out. | | 
2d Shep. But will your quarrelling with her 
bring back your ſweetheart? © 1 
; I 
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1/7 Shep. No matter for that - when the heart 
is over- loaded, any vent is a relief to it; and that 
of the tongue is always the readieſt and moſt na- 

tural——80 if you wont't help me to find her, 
you may ſtay where you will. 
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Linco, finging without. 
Care flies from the lad that is merry. 


2d Sbep. Here comes. the merry Linco, who 
never knew care, or felt forrow.—If. you can bear on 
his laughing at. your griefs, or ſinging. away his own, | 
you. may get ſome information from him. 1 


Enter Linco ſinging. | 
Lin. What, my girls of ten thouſand! IL was this 
moment defying love and all. his miſchief, and you. 
are ſent in the nick by him, to try my courage; but 
Pm above temptation, or below it -I duck down, 
and all his arrows fly over me. 


„ 
Care flies from the lad that is merry, | 
Whoſe heart is as found : 
And cheeks are as round, 


i | % | L 
As round, and as red as a cherry.. 


| 1 Shep; What are you always thus? _ 
in. Ay, or Heav'n help me | What would you 1 
have me to do as you do- walking with your arms 14 
acroſs, thus heighho'ing by the brook fide among | 
the willows. Oh! fye for. ſhame, laſſes! young 
and handſome, and ſighing after one fellow a-piece, 
when you ſhould. have a hundred in a drove, fol- 
lowing you like—like—you ſhall have the ſimile 

another time. 

2d Shep. No; prithee, Linco, give it us now. 

C 3 Lin. 
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Lin. You ſhall have it— or, what's better, III 

tell you what you are not like — you are not like our 
chepherdeſs Sylvia—he's ſo cold, and ſo coy, that 
ſhe flies from her lovers, but is never without a 
ſcore of them; you are always running after the 
fellows, and yet are always alone; a very great dif- 
ference, let me tell u ftaſt and fire, that's all. 

2d Shep. Don't imagine, that I am in the pining 
condition my poor ſiſter is am as happy as ſhe is 
ay Pg 

„ Pm ſorry fort. X 

2d Sbep at, {or that I am happy 

YL, Oh] no, prodigh aus g pd. | 4 

775 Sbep. That Ay miſerable ? 

No, no:—predigiovs ſorry for 0 
1 ious glad of the other. 

Sbeß. Be my friend, Lad 3 aud Pl con- 

8 folly to you.— 

Dor't bie yourſelf — n. ler enough 
to be ſeen—but Þ'll IP, you a 45 er it without 
fee or reward Thereꝰs Pienaffüp fo or you. 

J Shep. Prithee, be ſerious a little. 

Lin. No; Heav'n forbid | If am ſerious, *tis 
all over with me—I ſhould ſoon change my roſes 
for your lilies. 

2d Shep. Don't be imppdent, Linco—but give 
us your receipt. 


1. 


- — 


"Y 1h b and ſi ng, 
(Atop 225 * | . 


Hager 275 7 27 
or with fal, la 27 
And ha, ha, 32 ha! 


E can never reach me. 


II. 


My ſtin is fo tough, 
Or /e linking is be, 


He can't fierce my buff, 

Or be miſſes poor me. 
Far with fal, la, la, Ia! | 
And ba, ha, ha, ha | 9 
He miſſes poor me. | 


III. 


0. neuer b dull, | 
By the ſad willow tree : 


e be brim full, 


run over like me. 

Far with fel, la, la, la ! 
u ba, La, ba, hal 
Kun over like me. 


1 Sbep. It won't dot 
Lin. Then you are far gone, indeed. 


1/} Shep. And as I can't cure my loye, ru re- 


venge it. 
Lin. But how, how, ſhepherdeſs? | 
1/# Shep. Pll tear Sylvig's eyes out. 


Lin. That's your only way for you'll give your. 


nails a feaſt, and prevent miſchief for the future— 
Oh1 tear her eyes out by all means. 

ad Sbep. 
fiſterin her condition? 

Lin. I muſt laugh at ſomerhing, ſhall ] be merry 


with you? 


2d Shep. The happy ſhepherd can bear- to be- 


laugh'd at. 
Lia. Then Sylvia might take your ſhepherd: 
without a. ſigh, tho? your ſiſter would tear her eyes 


out. 24 


How ean you laugh, Linco, at my | 
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2d Shep. My ſhepherd! what does the fool 


mean ? 


1/t Shep. Her ſhepherd! pray. tell us, Linco. 
( Eagerly. ) 


Lin. *Tis no ſecret, I ſuppoſe—I only met Da- 


" 


mon and Sylvia together. 

2 Shep. What my Damon? 

Lin. Your Damon that was, and that would be 
Sylvia's Damon if ſhe would accept him. 

2d Shep. Her Damon! I'll, make her to know 
—a wicked flut | a vile fellow—come ſiſter, I'm 
ready to go with you—we'll give her her own— 
if our old governor continues to caſt a ſheep's eye 
at me, I'll have her turn'd out of Arcadia, I war- 
rant you. | Wit 

1/7 Shep. This is ſome comfort however, ha, 
ha, ha | I gen des. 

2d Sbep. Very well, fifter! you ! may laugh, 


if you pleaſe—but perhaps it is too foen—Linco 


may be miſtaken ; it may be your-Dorilas that was 
with her. . ; | 

Lin. And vour Damon toe, and Strephon, and 
Colin, and Alexis, and Egon, and Corydon, and 
every fool of the pariſh but Linco, and he, | 


With fal, la, la 
And ba, ha, ha! 


1/t Shep. I can't bear to ſee : him ſo merry, 
when I am ſo miſerable. | | | Exit.) 

2d Shep. There is ſome ſatisfaction in ſeeing 
one's ſiſter as miſerable as one's ſelf, [Exii. 

Lin. Ha, ha, ha O how the pretty ſweet tem- 
per'd creatures are ruffled. Me 
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1 I R. 6 4 nol 
\Tbis love, puts, them all in commotion, = 
Fer preach aubat ꝓcu will.. 
'T hay cannot Be ſtill, 


Wo, more: en the uin ub en . hy 


by C E N E change lola rural proſoer. 
Sylvia diſcover? 4, Hingupan 4 bank. 


Enter Merlin. 
Mer. My art ſucceeds—which hither has con- 


vey' d, 
To catch 55 eye of "OWE this ſweet minds. 
Her charins ſhall clear the miſts which cloud his 

mind, 
And make bim warm, and ſenkble and: kind; 
Her yet cold heart, with paſſion's: ſighs ſhall move, 
Melt, as he melts, and give him Love ſor Love. 
This magic touch ſhall to theſe flowers impart, 
[Touches a wy gay in ber hand. 

A power when beauty gains, to fix the heart, 
A power, the falſe 2 ſhall confound ; 
And Cymon's cure ſhall be Urganda's wound. 


Enter Cymon, . with. his Bird. 


m. Away, priſoner, and make yourſelf merry. 
(Bird flies.) Ay, ay, I knew how it would be with 
you—much good may it do yu, Bob.—What a 
{weet place this is! Hills, and greens, and rocks, and 
trees, and water, and ſun, and birds Dear me, 
'tis juſt as if I had never ſeen, it before! Bub, Bob, 
much good may do you, Bob. 

LWhiftles about till be Jees Sylvia, itben ſrape .and 
Jinks his whiftling by degrees, with a look and 
altitude aſtoni ſbment. & 

A 


[ Exit. 
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O lal— What's here — Tis ſomething drop'd 
from the Heavens ſure, and yet tis like a woman 
too Bleſs me! is it alive] (S7ghs.) It can't be 
dead, for its cheek is as red as a roſe, and it moves 
about the heart of it am afraid of it, and yet can't 
leave it.—I begin to fee] ſomething ſtrange here. 
(Lays his hand on his heart und ſighs.) I don't 
know what's the matter with me.—T wiſh it would 
wake, that I might ſee its eyes. —If it ſhould look 
gentle, and ſmile upon me, I ſhould be glad to play 
with it—Ay, ay, there's ſomething now in my 
. breaſt that they told me of—It feels oddly to me 
and yet I don't diſlike it. 


\ 
N 

All amaze! 

Vonder, Praiſe, 
Here for ever could I gage | 

Creep ti near it, | (advancing) 

Yet I feat it, lretiring) 
Ican neither flay nor go, 

Can't forſake it, (advancing.) 

Dare not wake it, (retiring. ) 
Shall I touch it S— no, no, no! (retires, ) 

un — 

Cymon, Sure thou art poſſeſt, — 
Something's got into thy breaſt, 1.8 

Strangely feeling =D 

Gently fealing, 2 
And my heart is panting ſo, | 2 8 

Pm ſad and merry, fick and well, 8 $ 

What it is I cannot tell, —- 
Makes me thus—heigho ! heigho, E 


Iam glad I came abroad -I have not been ſo 
pleas'd ever ſince I can remember—but, perhaps, 
it may be angry with me—I can't help it, if it i 


- 
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U had rather 5 her angry with me than Urganda 
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ſmile upon me — Stay, * fire. * La, 
what a Ir en it has a4 


AIX. 


(Cymon retires ) | 
open raiſe ug berſelf from der bank. 


Yet awhile, ſweet Sleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 
| Let not care awake to grieve me, 


Lull it with thy potent charms. 


I., a turtle, doom d to ſtray, 


Quitting young the parent's neſi 
Find each bird, a bird of 268 : 


Sorrow knows not where to re 


- [Sylvia mow by degrees, ſupported by ber right 
azes flrongh on ber, and * 


Band, while be 
_ „ pulling o 


his cap.] 


© (ſpeaking gently and  furprized. ) Who's $ 


= 'Tis I. 


S$yl, What's your name ? 


Cym. Cymon. 


Syl. What do you want, young Man ad 
Cym. Nothing, young Woman. 
Fyl. What are you doing there? 
Cym. Looking at you there ? 


$1 What a pretty creature it is. 
eyes it has! 

Syl. You don't intend me any 
Gh. Not L, indeed —1 wiſh you don't a6: 1 
Are you a fairy, pray ? | 


Om. What 


ſome. 
$yl. No—l am a 


poor harmleſs 


harm? 


ſhepherdeſs. 


(bowing and beſitating. ) 


& m. I don't know that Lou have bewitch'd 


me, "Thallove. 


* 


Fy.. 
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Sy). Indeed, I- have not; and if it was in my 
power to harm you: Pm ſure it ·ĩs not in my rag 
tion. 

Cym:-I'ma-ſare3 I would truſt you to do any thing 
with me. 

Sy. Would 5 (Sigb.) 

C ym. Yes, indeed, I ory ( Sighs. J+-- 

Hl. Why, do you lo6k ſo at me? 

Cym. Why, do you look ſo at me? 

9 I can't help it. 

Cym. Nor I neither: I wiſh you'd ſpeak to me, 
and look at me, as Urganda does” 

i Hl. What the Enchantreſb? Do you belong to 
er? 

Cym. I had rather belong to 01 wdüld not 
deſire to go abroad, if I did. 

$y1. Does Urganda love yu? 

Cym. So ſhe lays. 

1 Pm ſorry, for it. 
Fog Why are you ſorty, pray! | 
. 1 ſhall —_— ſee” you agin=T" with 1 had 
not fee ou now | 
f you dd but wiſſ us I doy- all the en- 
R in the world could not hinder us n 
ſeeingtone another. Te: | 

Sy]. Do you love Urgaridar? 2386 A 

Cym, Do you love the Shepherds? nem N 0 22 

91 did not xm whatLoreaachientWhidg 

Cym. Nor I, till this an nn 
you, SY y ! YA 

Who taught W 0% 11 

S286 Ba wm 2) Mow nt 6 toe 

Syd. (Biuſbi g.) You. Meath i 2272 150 of om) 

Cym. You teach me any. things/if I Was'to 
ivexrithiyotrell thouttiinot S + 8 r 


any more. 


bu Nor I. hand heard Syji, - 
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Om. Sylvia—what a ſweet name! — 1 could 
ſpeak it for ever. ( Tranſported. ) 

Hl. I can never forget that of Cymon :—Tho? 
Cymon may forget me | 

Cym. Never, never, my ſweet Sylvia. 

[ Falls on his knees, and kiſſes her hand. 
ME. We ſhall be ſeen and ſeparated for ever ! 
= let me go—we are undone if we are ſeen—1 
go— I am all over in a flutter |! 

Cym. 2. When ſhall I fee you again? — In half an 
hour ? 

Hl. Half an hour! that will be too ſoon—No, 
no, "it mult be three quarters of an hour. 

Om. And where, my ſweet Sylvia? 

Syl And where, my ſweet Cymon. 

7, 4 In the grove, by the river there. 

H.. And you ſhall take this to remember it. 
( Gives him a noſeguy.) I wiſh it were a kingdom, 
I would give it you, by a queen along with it. 

m. How my heart. is tranſported |—and here is 
one for yu too; which is of no value to me, un- 


leſs you will receive it take it, my ſweet Sylvia. 


(Cymon ive ber Urganda's noſegay.) 
e Wk 


Syl. Toke this 8 E EY 
ym. And you, ſweet maid, take mine; . 
Syl. Unlike theſe flowers, be thy fair truth ; 
 Cym. Unlike theſe flowers be thine. 
i, Theſe changing ſoon, 
Will ſoon decay, 
- Be ſweet till noon, 
* Then paſs away. 
Fair fo or a time their tranſient charms appear ; ; 
, But truth eicheng 4 ſball blavm for ever here. 
- [ Each preſſing their Hearts. 
[| Exennt. 
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ACT aL 
SCENE before Urganda's Palace. 
Enter Urganda and Fatima. 


Urg. S he not returned. yet, Fatima ? 

Fat. He has no feelings but thoſe of 
hunger; when that pinches him, he'l| return to be 
fed, like other animals. | 

Urg. Indeed, Fatima, his inſenſibility aſtoniſnes 
and diſtracts me.— I have exhauſted all my arts to 
overcome it; I have run all dangers to make an im- 
preſſion upon him ; and, inſtead of _— my paſ- 
ſron in the leaſt abated by his ingratitude, I am only 
a greater ſlave to my weakneſs, and more incapable 
of relief. 

Fat. Why then I may as well hold my tongue 
dut before T would waſte all the prime of my wo- 
manhood in playing ſuch a loſing game, I would 
but I ſee you don't mind me, madam, and therefore 
I'll ſay no more I know the conſequence, and muſt 
ſubmit. 

Urg. What can I do in my ſituation ? 

Fat. What you ought to do—and you belye your 
beauty and underſtanding by not doing it. 

Urg. Explain yourſelf. 15 

Fat. To ſecure my tongue, and your honour, 
(for Merlin will have you by hook or by crook.) 
Marry him directly it will prevent miſchief at leaſt 
—ſo much for prudence. During your honey- 
moon, I will hide the young gentleman, and if he 
has any tinder in him kindle him up for you. If 

our huſband ſhould be tired of you, as ten to one 
be will, Pl ſtep in his way, he may be glad of the 
Change, 
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change, and in return, Þll reſtore young Simplicity 
to you.— That's what I call a faſhionable ſcheme. 

Urg. I can't bear trifling at this time—you'll 
make me angry with you.—But ſee where Cymon 
ir ſeems tranſported Look, look, 

atima ! He is kiſſing and embracing my noſegay 
—it has had the deſired effect, and I am happy 
we'll be inviſible, that I may obſerve his tranſports, 


Urganda waves ber wand, and retires with Fatima, 
Enter Cymon bugging a noſegay. 


Cym. Oh my dear, ſweet, charming noſegay |— 
To ſee thee, to ſmell thee, and to taſte thee, (Aſſes 
it) will make Urganda and her garden dglighttul 
to me. (Riſes it.) 

Fat. What does he ſay? 

Urg. Huſh, huſh !—all tranſport, and about me; 
What a change is this ? 

Cym. With this I can want for nothing.—lI poſſeſs 
every thing with this —My mind and heart are ex- 
panded : I feel—I know not what—Every thought 
that delights, and every paſſion that tranſports, ga- 
ther, like ſo many bees, about this treaſure of ſweet- 
neſs—Oh, the dear, dear noſegay, and the dear, 
dear giver of it! 

Urg. The dear, dear giver.—Mind that, Fatima 
What heavenly eloquence! Here's a change of 
heart and mind —heigho ! Po | 

Fat. 'm all amazement lin a dream !—byt is 
that your noſegay ? 

Urg. Mine ! How can you doubt it ? 

Fat. Nay, Pm near-ſighted. 

Cym, She has not a beauty that is not brought ta 
mind by. theſe flowers.—This the colour of her hair 
—this of her ſkin this of her cheeks—this of her 
eyes—this of her lips—ſweet, ſweet—and thoſe 
roſe buds—O! I ſhall go out of my wits with plea- 
ſure ! 2 Fat. 


_—-:: © x! Mn © KN. | 

Fat. Tis pity to loſe em the moment you have 
found *em.— | | 

Urg. O Fatima! I never was proud of my power 
or vain of my beauty, till this tranſporting moment 

Om. Where ſhall I put it? Where ſhall I con- 
ceal it from every body.— I'll keep it in my boſom, 
next my heart, all the day ; and at night, I will put 
it upon my pillow, and talk to it and ſigh to it 
and ſwear to it, and ſleep by it—and' kiſs it for 
ever and ever. | 


1 
What exquiſite pleaſure ! 


This ſweet treaſure, 
From me they ſhall never, 
Sever ; 

In thee, in thee, 

My charmer I ſee ; 
TF fegh. and careſs thee, 

PII kiſs thee, and preſs thee, 
This, thus, to my boſom for ever, and ever. 


Urganda and Fatima come forward. 


Cymon puts the noſegay in bis boſom, and looks 
confuſed and aſtoniſhed, 


Urg. (Smiling) Pray; what is that you would 
kiſs, and preſs to your boſom for ever and ever? 

Om. Nothing but the end of an old ſong the 
ſhepherds taught me, I'll ſigh ard carefs thee, 
PII kiſs thee, and preſs thee, & c. | Pretends to ſing. 

Fat. Upon my word! a very hopeful youth in- 
| deed, and much improved in his finging—What 
think you now ? 5 Aſide to Urganda.) 

Urg. Nothing but his baſhfulneſs ſtruggling with 
his paſion—what was that you was talking to? 


. Cym. Myſelf, to be ſure, I had nothing elſe to 
talk to. Urg. 


al 
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* Urg. Yes, but you have, Cymon— don't be 
aſhamed of what you ought to be proud of ther 
is ſomething in your boſom, next your heart. 

Cym. Yes, ſo there is. 

. Urg. What is it, Cymon? ( [miling. ) 

Fat, Now his modeſty is Sing way; 7 Ju 
have him at laſt. 

Cym. Nothing but a noſegay. 

Urg. That which I gave you ?—let me ſee it. 

Cym. What! give a thing, and take it away 
again ? 

Urg. 1 would not take it away for the world. 

Cym. Nor would I give it you, for a hundred 
worlds. 

Fat. See it by all means, ＋ have my 
reaſons. ( afide to Urganda. ) 

Urg. I muſt ſee it, Cymon, and therefore no 
9 cannot have the love you ſeem'd © 
have but now, and refuſe me. A 

Cym. O but I can, and for that reaſon. | 

Urg: Don't provoke me—l will ſee it, or ſhut 
you up for ever. 
cm. What a ſtir is bare about nothing ! Now 
are you ſatisfied ? 

He holds the noſegay at a diſtance: Urganda and 

Fatima Jook at one another with — 0 

Fat. I was right. | | 

Urg. And I am miſerable! 

Cym. Have you ſeen it enough ? 

Urg. That is not mine, Cymon. 

Cym. No—tis mine. » 

Urg. Who gave it you? 

Cym. A perſon. 

Urg. What perſon— male, or female ? 
cm. La! how can I tell? 

Far. Finely improved indeed a genius { Ae. ) 

Urg. I muſt diſſemble. { aide. ) Lookee, Cy- 


mon; I did but ſport with you—the noſegay was 
D 3 your: 
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your own, and you had a right to give it away, or 
throw it away. | | | 
Cym. Indeed, but I did not—I only gave it for 
this—which as it is ſo much finer and ſweeter, I 
thought would not vex you. 
' Urg. Heigho!. (Aide. 
Fat. Vex her! O not in the leaſt —But you 
ſhould not have given away her preſent to a vulgar 
creature. 
Om. How dare you talk to me ſo? I would have 
ou to know, ſhe is neither ugly, nor vulgar. 
Fat. Oh ſhe your humble ſervant, young Sim- 
plicity—La, how can you tell whether it is male 


or female ( Cymon is _— EY 
M 


. Urg. Don't mind her impertinence, Cymon— 
I give you leave to follow your own inclinations.— 
I brought you hither for your pleaſure, indulge 
yourſelf in every thing you like and be. as happy 
as following your deſires can make you. | 

m. Then I am happy, indeed—thank you, 
Lady, you have made me quite another creature 
I'm out of my wits with joy I may follow my in- 
clinations—thank you, and thank you, and thank 
you again. | 

 « PII ggh and careſs thee, 
_« Pl kiſs thee and preſs thee, 
Thus, thus, to my boſom, for ever, and 
«© ever. [Exit Cymon ſinging. 

Fat. You are a philoſopher, indced. 

Urg. A female one — Fatima, I have hid the moſt 
racking jealouſy under this falſe appearance, in or- 
der to deceive him.— ſhall by this means diſcover 
the cauſe of his joy, and my miſery ; and when that 


is known, you ſhall fee whether I am moſt of a wo- 


man, or a philoſopher. _ | 
Fat. PI lay ten to one cf the woman, in matters 
of this nature. e 


erer 
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g. Let him have liberty to go wherever he 
| n will have him watch'd; that office be 
your's, my faithful Fatima about it inſtantly— 
don't loſe ſight of him— no 'reply—not a word 
more,— 

Fat. That's very hard but I'm gone. Exit. 

Urg. When 1 have diſcovered the object of his 
preſent tranſports, I will make her more wretched 
| maar þ of her ſex—except myſelf. 


& 1 


Hence every hope, and every fear / 
,—_— awake, my power and pride, 


t Fealouſy, ſtern Fealouſy _ / 
ith Vengeance at her fide / 


II. 


Who ſcorns my charms, m er ſball prove. 
; Yamin ſucceds to Ciel lows f ” 
Revenge /—But Oh, my ſi gbing beart 
W 115 rebel Love takes part 
Now pants again with all * fears, 
And drowns ber rage in tears. [Exit. 


SCENE, Dorcas's Cottage. 


Sylvia at the door with Cymon's noſegay. in ber 
band. 


AM 


AT 


Tbeſe flowers, like our hearts, are united i inon, 
And are bound up ſo fa Fr that they can't be undone ;, 
So well are they blended, ſo beauteous to fight, 

T here ſprings 7 rom their union @ ten 7 Gelbe: - 
Nor poi ſan, nor weed bere, our paſſion towarm; 
But ſweet withaut briar, the roſe without thorn. 


The 
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The more I look upon this noſegay, the more 1 


feel Cymon in my heart and mind Ever ſince I 
have ſeen him, heard his vows, and received this 
noſegay from him, I am in continual agitation, and 
cannot reſt a moment.—I wander without knowing 
where I ſpeak without knowing to whom, — and 
I look without knowing at what.—Heigho! how 
my poor heart flutters in my breaſt !—Now I dread 
to loſe him, —and now again I think him mine for 
ever | 
= $8 © 
O why 2 we ſorrow who never knew fon ! 
Let ſmiles of content fhew our rapture within : 
T his love bas fo rais'd me, I now tread in air! 

He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care . 

| II. 

Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain; 
Each ſhepherd 7 co me, but all is in vain : 
No more will T forrow, no longer deſpair, 
He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care! 


* 


Enter Linco. 


Lin. If you were as wicked, ſhepherdeſs, as you 


are innocent, that voice of your's would corrupt 

juſtice her ſelf, unleſs ſhe was deaf as well as blind. 
Hl. F hope you did not overhear me, Linco? 
Lin. O, but I did tho'—and, netwithſtanding I 


come as the deputy of a deputy governor, to bring 
you before my principal, for ſome complaints made- 
againft you by a certain ſhepherdeſs, 1 will ſtand 
your friend, tho? I loſe my place for it—there are 


not many ſuch friends, ſhepherdeſs. | 
Sy]. What have I done to the ſhepherdeſſes, that 
they perſecute me ſo? . 


Lin. Yon are much too handſome, which is a. 


Syl; 


crime the beſt of 'em can't forgive you. 


Pol 
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$yl. Tl truſt myſelf with you, and face my ene- 

mies. [As they are going, Dorcas calls / rom 7 
; 2 18 ottage. 

Dor. Where are you going child? Who is that 
with you Sylvia? | | 

Lin. Now ſhall we be ſtopp'd by this good old 
woman, who will know all—and can ſcarce hear 
any thing. | 

Dor. I'll ſee who you have with you. 


Enter Dorcas from the Houſe. 


Lin. Tis I dame, your kinſman Linco. 

| . . {Speaks loud in her ear.) 

Dor. O, is it you, honeſt Linco! ( Tales bis 
hand.) Well, what's to do now? - 

Lin. The governor deſires to ſpeak with Sylvia 


a friendly enquiry, that's all. 


Dor. For what, for what—tell me that—l have 


nothing to do with his deſires, nor ſhe neither—he 
is grown very inquiſitive of late about ſhepherdeſſes. 
Fine doings, indeed] No ſuch doings when I was, 
oung—if he wants to examine any body, why don't 
e examine me? Þ'Il give him an anſwer, let him 
be as inquiſitive as he pleaſes, 
Lin. But I am your kinſman, dame, and you dare 
truſt me ſure. | ( Speaks loud at her ear. 
Dor. Thou art the beſt of 'em, that Tl ſay for 
thee—but the beſt of you are bad when a young 
woman is in the caſe—] have gone through great 
difficulties myſelf, I can aſſure you, in better times 
than theſe : why muſt not I go too ? | 
Lin. We ſhall return to you again—before you 
can get there ? (“till ſpeaking loud. 
Hy. You may truſt us, mother, — my own inno- 
2 and Linco's goodneſs, will be guard enough 
or me. 


Dor. Eh! what! 
; Lin. 


— — * _ 
* * 
Y — = — 


| 
| 
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Lin. She ſays, may truſt me with her inno- 
cence. ie ( ſpeaking loud. 

Dor. Well, well—I will then—thou art a ſweet 
creature, and I love thee better than even I did my 
own child—( kiſſes Sylvia) When thou art fetched 
away by him that brought thee, *twill be a woeful 
day for me.— Well, well, go thy ways with Linco 
dare truſt thee any where—PI! prepare thy din- 
ner at thy return; and bring my honeſt kinſman 
along with you. 

Lin, We will be with you, before you can make 
the pot boil. 

Dor. Before what 

Lin. We will be with you, before you can make 
the pot boil. | | 


( Speaks very bud, and goes off with Sylvia. 


Dor. Heav'n ſhield thee, for the ſweeteſt, beſt 
creature that ever bleſt old age What a · comfort 
ſhe is to me! All I have to wiſh for in this world, 
is to know who thou art, who brought thee to me, 


and then to ſee thee as happy as thou haſt made 
e 


dor Dorcas. What can the governor want with 

er ?—[ wiſh J had gone too— I'd have talk'd to 
him, and to the purpoſe We had no ſuch doings 
when I was a young woman they never made ſuch 
a fuſs with me. | 2 


KI X 


When I were yeung, tho) now am old, 
The men were kind and true ; | 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold. 

What can a woman do ? 

Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, * 
So unruly. 

I tremble at ſeventy-tauo 


ww. 2080 
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No hearts were given to rove, 


Our pulſes beat nor fa « nor flow, 


But all was faith, and love; 
Now what can a woman do ? 
For men are truly, 


So unruly, 
1 tremble at ſeventy-two Exit. 


SCENE, the Magiftrate's Houſe. 
Enter Dorus and Second Shpberdeſs 
Dor. This way, this way, damſel—now we are 


alone, I can hear your grievances, and will redrefs 
them, that I will- you have m = good liking, dam- 
ſel, and favour follows of cout 

2d Shep. I want words, your honour, and worſhip, 
to thank you fitly. 

Der. Smile upon me, damfſel—Smile, andcom- 
mand me—your hand is whiter than ever, I proteſt 
—you muſt indulge me with a chaſte ſalute. | 

(Kiſſes ber and. 
2d Shep. La! your Honour. (Curiſies. | 

Dor. You have charm'd me, damſel; and I can 
deny you nothing—another chaſte ſalute—tis a 
perfect cordial—( bifſes ber hand.) Well, what 
ſhall J do with this Sylvia, this ſtranger, this bag- 
gage, that has affronted thee? Pl fond her —_ 
ſhe ſhall never vex thee again - an impudent wicked 
(kiſſes ber band.) Pl ſend her packing this very 


<) 


2d Shep. 10 vow your worſhip is too good 28 
* Nothing's too good for thee—P11 fend b. her 
eff directly. Don't fret and teaſe thyſelf about her 
1 hall, and ſpeedily 100.1 have: fent-my 
deputy 
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deputy Linco for that Dorcas, who has harbour'd 
this Sylvia without my knowledge, and the country 
ſhall be rid of her to-morrow morning.—dSmile upon 
me, damſel—ſmile upon me. 

2d Shep. I wou'd J were half as handſome as V 
via, I might ſmile to good purpoſe. 

Dor. Tl Sylvia her ! an impudent vagrant—She 
can neither ſmile or whine to any purpoſe, while I 
am to govern,—She ſhall go to-morrow, damſel— 
this hand, this lilly hand, has — her fate. 


(Kiſſes it.) 


Enter Linco. 


Lin. No bribery and corruption, [ beg of your 
honour. 


Dor. You are too bold, Linco—Where did you. 


learn this impertinerce to your ſuperiors ? 
Lin. From an old ſong, and pleaſe your honour, 
where I get all my wiſdom—Heay” n help me. 


1 RE! ant A 
If 2 1 the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe, 
Tho great and important his truſt is; 
His hand is unfleady, a pair of black eyes, | 
Vill Kick up the TY, Juſtice. „ 


1217 


77 bis ale are, firorg, his A grows weak, 
For love'thyo' bis weins will be creeping; © 
And his worſhip when near to a rand, dimple F 
The he ought « to 1 ach will 1 Peeping: IL, 
— 1 A) 
. Poo, poo, "tis a very fooliſh b eng and you 'ro 
a. fool for ſinging it; 
2d Sbep. Linco's no friend of n mine z ; Sylvia can 
ting, and has enchanted him.” 7: 
Lin. My ears have. been feaſted, that's moſt cer- 
I ns damſel, is asunctack'd as your 


virtue, 
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virtue, or his honour's wiſdom. There is not too 
much preſumption in that, I hope. 

Dor, Linco, do your duty, and know your di- 
ſtance . What is come to the fellow? he is ſo alter- 
ed, I don't know him again. 

Lin. Your honours eye-ſight is not ſo aSit 
sI am always the fame, and matt n 4 = en 
mirth fuld be a ſin—I am alwa 
fingmg—let who will change, I wi LIE —1 Gr 
at the times, but I can't mend em They are woe- 
fully ahered for the worſe—but here's my comfort. 
| [Shewing bis labor and pipe. 
Dor. Pl bear no more of this ribaldry—T hate 
poetry, and I don't lixe muſic Where is this va- 
grant, 'this Sylvia ? 

Lin. In — juſtice chamber, waiting for your ho- 
nour's commands. | 

Dor. Why did not you tell me ſo? _ 

Ein. I thought your honour better engaged, and 
that it Was too much for you to try two female cauſes 
at one time. 

Dyr. You thought ! I won't have you think, but 
obey Times are changed indeed! Deputies muſt 
not think for their ſuperiors. 

Lin. Mut ork ry) What will become of our 
pobr cbHtHry Going.) 

Dor. No, <a impbttibvce, but bring the S- 
prit Kither. 

Lin. In the twinkling of your honoutr's eye. [Exit. 


| 24 Shep. 1 leuve my griefs in your worſhip's 
Hands. 10 


Dey. You leave "ah 9 damſel, where 
they ſoon ſhall be atito pleaſures—wait for 
me in the juſtice cham | Spile: damſel, ſmile 
upon me, a0 


tlie ford of jultce 

5 Linco and 1472 

Asal Sbep. Here the comes; ſee how like an in- 

nocent ſhe looks But * be gone I truſt in your 
wo 
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worſhip—l hate the ſight of her- cou'd tear her 
naſty eyes out. I eExit. 

Dor. (Gazing at Sylvia. ). Hem, hem | lam 
told, young woman—hem,, hem that ſhe, does 
not look ſo miſchievous as-T expected. 

Aſide, and turning feen ber. 

Lin. Hear u up, beet ſhepherdeſs| your beauty and 
innocence will put injuſtice out of countenance. 

Sl. The ſhame of being ſuſpected confounds 
me, and I can't ſpeak. | 
Dor. Where is the old woman, Dorcas, they told 
me of? Did not I order you to bring her before me? 

Lin. The good, old woman is ſo deaf, and your 
reverence a little thick of hearing, I thought the bu- 
ſineſs would be ſooner and better done by the young 
woman. 

Der. What at your thinking n Young ſhep- 
herdeſs, I hear—I, hear—Hem Her modeſty 
pleaſes me. ( Aſade. )— What is the reaſon, I fay 
—Hem |—that—that I hear—She has very fine 
features. [Afrde, and turning from her. 
Fo Speak, ſpeak, ylvia, and * ee is 


Dor. Is not your name Sylvia 3 6201 

Lin. Yes, your honour, her name is 85 7 

Dor. I don't aſk „ee is your name ?, look 
up and tell me, .ſhepherdeſs. 

Sl. Sylvia! [Sig bs and cart 

Dor. What a ſweet look with her eyes ſhe as 
(Afide. What can be the reaſon, Sylvia—that— 
Hem -i proteſt ſhe difarms my anger. [ Aſide. 

Lin. Now is your time, ſpeak to his reverence. 

Dor. Don't whiſper. the riſoner. |, 

5 Priſoner 1 Am I priſoner? then. 


No, not abſolutely a priſoner ; but ou are 
charged, damſel— Hem, hem arent 32 


Ion t e w_ [Afide. 
. | *. 33 - i 1 10 18 2 i 123 1 
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$yl. With whit, your ebe 4) 


= 


Lin. If he begins to damſel us, we have him ſure. 


yl. What is my crime? | 
Lin. A little too handſome, that's all. 


Dor. Hold your peace Why don't you look up 


in my face if you are innocent? (Sylvia /ooks at Do- 
rus with great modeſty.) I can't ſtand it—ſhe has 


turn'd my anger, my juſtice, and my Whole ſcheme, 


topſy-turvyy—Reach me a chair, Linco. 
Lin. One ſweet ſong, ld before his reverence 
gives ſentence. [ Reaches a chair for Dorus. 


Dor. No ſinging, her looks have done too much 


already. ©". hs ev p07 CC 
Lin, Only to ſoften your rigour: oY 
.. Sylviaſinge, | 
ATR 


From duty if the ſhepherd ſtray, 
And lenve hit flack to 2 


The wolf will ſeize the urmleſi prey, 
And rm will Bleed. 5 In 
$ 5 | | I. | 1 | 
In me a harmleſs lamb behold, 
Oppreft with ew'ry fear; | 
O guard, fe "ar rape guard your fold, 


For wicked wolwes are near. [ Kneels, 


Dor. Pl guard thee, and fold thee too, my lamb- 


kin—and they ſhan't hurt'thee—This'1s a melting 
ditty indeed! Riſe, riſe, my Sylvia. 

| IeEnbraces her: 

Enter Second Shepherdeſs. 

Dorus and ſhe ſtart at ſeeing each otber. 

2d Sbep. Is your reverence taking leave of her 
before you drive her out of the.country:?,'* _ 

Dor. How now | What preſumption is this, to 

break in upon us ſo, and interrupt the courſe of 


juſtice ? 
'E 2 2d Shef. 


- CC — — —ä—— — — do ron ent - — 
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2d Shep. May I be permitted to ſpeak three words 


with your worſhip ?— 

Der. Well, well, I will ſpeak to you—Pll come 
to you in the juſtice chamber preſently. 

2d Shep. 1 knew the wheedling lut would ſpoil 


all—but MN be up with her yet. [Afde, and Ex. 
Dor. I'm glad ſhe's gone—Linco, you muſt ſend 


her away—1I won't ſee her now. 

Lin. And ſhall I take Sylvia to priſon? 

Dor. No, no, no; to priſon! mercy forbid |— 
W hat a fin ſhould I have committed to pleaſe that 
envious, jealous » pared, ſhepherdeſs ?—Linco, com- 
fort the damſel ry your eyes, Sylvia—l will 
call upon you myſelf— and examine Dorcas myfelf— 
and protect you myſelf— and do Py thing myſelf 
I profeſs ſhe has bewitch'd me—I am all agita- 
tion I'll call upon goo to-rgorraw—perhaps to- 
night—perhaps in half an hour—Take care of her, 
Linco— ſhe has bewigch'd me, and J Hall loſe my 
wits if I look on her an enger Oh the ſweet, 
lovely, delightful creature 

Lin. Don't whimper now, my ſweet Sylvia— 
Juſtice has taken up the ſword and ſcales, again, and 
your rivals ſhall cry their eyes out— The day's our 


Own. 


RN. 
Sng bigh err derry. - 


he day is qu OWN, . 
Be wiſe and be merry, 
Let forraw alone 3 
Alter your tone, 
Fo high derry derry, 


Be wiſe and be merry, ad 
The day is our own. aw 


Aer 
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SCENE, anold Cafthe.. 
Enter Uzcan: A. greatly agitated. . 


Urg., O8 T, loſt Urganda. e can 


„ controul 

The Ys tempeſt of my reſtleſs, ſoul! 
While I prepare, in this dark witching =, 
My potent ſpells, and call forth all my power 
Ariſe yę demons of revenge ariſe | | | 
Begin your rites—unſeen By mortal. eyes | 
Hurl plagues, and miſchi 
And give me vengeance to appeaſe deſpair | 
Chorus—( underground), We come, we come, we 

hag { She: waves. ber wand, and the caftle 

vaniſbes:, 


Par 71. be Dena, of Ari ariſes 


, #hile, mortals. charm their cares in an, | 
And Demons bowl below,  _ 
_ Urganda calls us from the . 
Ariſe ye ſons of woe bh 
Ever buſy, ever. will | 
All thoſe horrid 10 feb ting, I 
| ich draw from mortal Brea ſis the "groan, 
11 2 | Had mate Ad- tor ments ute our own, 
24763 (21992! Vere 3 ' 
| Chorur—( underground F We come, we came we 
% reome k | 
Demons ariſe and perform their s rites. 
9 9 with Urganda at acer ak. 
734 wy 8 EN g, the County. 
Enter Li Nc o, dratuing inD Mo N and Don RILAS. 
Lin. Nay, nay, but let me talk to you a little 
by the lark you are early ſtirrers has not that gad- 
fly . ſy ſtung you up to this ſame miſchief you 


nt * 
ä Kin: | Dam. 


thro the be poifon'd air, 
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Dam. Weare ks by our governor, who 
has orders from, Urganda, to bring 3 and Syl- 
via before her. fond 50 Ie wy 

Lin. And you. are fond of this em ent are 
? fe, for ſname =I know more Aale n you think 

Ie w. — Vou were each of you (goou Guts J be- 
troth'd to two ſhepherdeffes—but'Silvin' comes in 
the nick, and away go vows, promiſes, and prote- 
ſtations—ſhe * Ex rms and deſpiſing you. 
brag ou;— You (hating one another) join cordially 

iſtreſs them for” toying: one” r. for 
bare „ reger ſay to this 1 

am. t r by on 8 
is fine treatment of your betters. T Thi 

Ein. If my betters are no — they mould 
be, *tis their Fault, and not mine—Urganda, Dorus, 
and you you, not ehe to reach the grapes, won't 
: w_ body elſe tate them—fye, for ſhame, ſhep- 

erds 
Dam. We have no time te loſe— we muſt raiſe 
the ſhepherds, and hunt aſter theſe young finners ; 
and you, Mr. Deputy, for alt your airs, muſt make 
one in the chaſi 1 e fa 

Lin. Before would. W. vVolawhyl game to 
pleaſe. a hotdivar'd. encbantreſs, an eld itebing go- 
vernor, and tzrafych. jealous. pated negdles as your- 
ſelves, I would thruſt my pipe throꝰ my tabor, chuck 
u into the river, and myſelf after. it. 

Dam. Here comes the governor ; now we ſhall 
hear what you will ſay to him? ro 

Lin. Juſt what I 3 ſaid to van; an * 
laughing fellow, like myſelf, don't mind a governor, 
theugh I ſhould' raiſe his ſpleen, and loſe my place 


into the bhargain there ate not many N in 


Arcadia ofithe ſame mind. 


Dor. Come, come, let ws. miakous bufineſs and 


ret:his impertinence. 


3 D 


yi 
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Da. If the governor would do as I wiſh him, 
you would haue your deſerts, Mr. Deputy Linco. 

Lin. And if Cymon could do as I with him, you 
would have your deſerts;' my gentle ſhepherds. 


8 Enter Dorus and Arcadians. 


Dor. Where have you heen, Lineo 5 I ſent for 
. You an hour ago. 

Lin. I was in bed, yeur | honour , and as I don't 
walk in my ſteep, I could not well be with you be- 
fore I was dreſt d. 

Dor. No joking—no lokini—» we are ordered by 
the Enchantreſs to fearch for — and Sylvia, 
and bring them before he. 

Lin. Thate to ſpoil ſpore Pll 90 home again. 

( Gaing. ) 

Dor. Stay, Linco ( bo returns.) I command you 
to do your duty, and go with-me in purſuit of theſe 
young criminals. 

Lin. Criminals ! beer bleſs them I 1 * 1 
go home again. >|,  POGAR, ) 

Dor. Was there ever ſuch inſolence] Come back, 
Linco ; how dare you diſobey what I order, and 
Ur anda comma s Give me an apſwer, 

. in. Conſci cel conſcience | Governor—an old 
faſhion®d excuſe, but a true one! cannot find in 
my heart to diſturb two ſwaet young creatures— 
whom as heaven has put together, I will nog attempt 
to divide; — twould be a crying ſur b—Plige home 
again. | (Gaing.) 

Dor. You are a ſcandal to your place, and you 
—-» gh it no longer; Plk take it from you in- 

ant 

"Lin. Vou cannot take ftom me a quiet conſcience 
anda merry heart ;—you are heartily, welcome to 
all the reſt, Governor. 

Der. I diſmiſs you from this moment—you mall 
he no ”— 0 * * fuffer for your 

Aa rtogance; 
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arrogance .—[ ſhall tell the Enchantreſs that you 
are leagu'd with this Sylvia, and will not do _ 


dut 
. A word with your n you Son 
been leagu'd with this Sylvia too, you would not 
have done your duty, Mr. Governor. 
Dor. Hem Come along, ſhepherds, and don't 
mind his impudence. [Exeunt Dorus and Shepherds. 
Lin. | wiſh: your reverence a good morning, and 
I thank you for all favours—any fool now that was 
leſs merry than myſelf, would be out of ſpirits for 
being out of place ;—but as matters are now turn'd 
topſy turvy, | wont walk upon my head for the beſt 
office in Arcadia—And ſo my virtuous old gevernor, 
get-what deputy you pleaſe ; I ſhall ſtick to my ta- 
bor and pipe, and ſing away the loſs of one 1 
till I can whiſtle myſelf into anather. | 
nr 
When peace here was reigni 18. 
And love without waining, 
Or care or complaing, | 720 
Baſe aſhons diſdaining;  _ 1055 
his was my way, | So 
With my pipe and my tabor, | 
I laugh'd down the day, 
Nor my the +4 of a neighbour. 


Now fad en. 0913 mu 03.1 
Runs tbr the ' whole nation ; (4 0.3 
Peace lowe, recreation, | 2 71-0 
All chang'd to wexation ; 

This, this is my way, * 40 

With my pipe and my tabor, , i _ 

[ laugh down the day, + 

And 72 the ſaree, ot my, r. IT 


* bile all: are deſigning, 
heir 7 under mining; | 
To mic bief inclining, x | 3 

Hrs 1, This 

| ® Omitted in My annie. 


tl 
If 
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This, this is my way, | 
With my pipe and my tabor, 
I laugh down the day er | 
And pity the cares of my veighbour.. 
| [ Exit. 


SCENE, another Part of the Country. 
Enter FATIMA. 58 
Truly a very pretty miſchievous errand I am 
ſent upon I am to follow this fooliſh young fellow 
all about to find out his haunts—not ſo fooliſh nei- 
ther, for he is ſo much improved of late, we 
ſhrewdly ſuſpe& that he muſt have ſome female to 
ſharpen his inte ſlects For love, among many other 
ſtrange things, can make faols of wits, and wits of 
fools, I ſaw our Young paryidge run before rhe, 
and take cover hereaboyts ; I muſt make no noiſe, 
for fear of alarming him; beſides, I hate to diſturb 
the poor things in pairing time. | 
hs en . [ Looks thro the buſhes. 
| | Enter Merlin. ee 
Mer. I ſhall ſpoil your peeping, thou evil coun- 
ſellor of a faithleſs miſtreſs —I muſt torment her a 
little for her good—Such females muſt feel much to 
be made juſt and reaſonable creatures. 
Fatima peeping thro” buſhes. PA 
There they are—qur fool has made no bad choice 
— Upon my word, a very pretty couple! and will 
make my poor lady's heart ach. us .- 
Mer. I ſhall twinge yours a little before we part. 
Fat. Well ſaid Cymon! upon your knees to her! 
now for my pocket-book, that I may exactly deſcribe 
this rival of ours; ſhe is much too handſome to live 
long, ſhe will be either burnt alive, thrown to wild 
beaſts, or ſhut up in the black tower - the greateſt 
mercy ſhe can have will be lo let her take her choice. 
as 1... Takes out a poeket-book., 
Mer, May be ſo—but we will prevent the pro- 
phecy if we can. | | 


Fatima, > 


* * ry 
. — — 
- — - —— — 
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She is of a good height, about my ſize a fine 
ſhape, delicate features charming hair heav'nly 
eyes; not unlike my own - with ſuch a ſweet ſmile | 
She muſt be burnt alive! yes, yes, ſhe muſt be burnt 
alive. Pn 


Merlin taps her upon the ſhoulder with bis wand. 


Fat. Who's there! bleſs me!—No body—I 
proteſt it ſtartled me. I muſt finiſh my picture. 

| | a ns Writes on. 

[ Merlin waves bis wand over ber bead. 

Now let me ſee what I have written—Bleſs me, 

what's here! all the letters are as red as blood 


My eyes fail mel Sure I am bewitched ( Reads and 


trembles. ) Urganda has a ſbameful 565 for Cy- 
mon, Cy mon a meff virtuous one for Sylv 
Fatima, wild beaſts, the black tower, and burning 
alive are too good for her. ( Drops the book.) I have 
not power to ſtir a ſtep—T knew what would come 
of affronting that devil Merlin. [ Merlin 7s viſible. 
Mer. True, Fatima, and J am here at your ſer- 
vice. | ; * N 


Fat. O moſt magnanimous Merlin! don't ſet 


your wit toa poor fooliſh weak woman. | 
Mer. Why then will a fooliſh weak woman ſet 
her wit to me? But we will be better friends for the 
future—Mark me, Fatima, [ Holds up bis wand. 
Fat. No conjuration, I beſeech your worſhip, and 
you ſhall do any thing with me, | 
Mer. I want nothing of you but to hold your 
tongue. 8 70 | 
Fat. Will nothing elſe content your fury ? 
Mer. Silence, babler. . 


Fat. IJ am your own for ever, moſt merciful Mer- 


lin! I am acer own for ever—O my poor tongue 
I thought I never ſhould have wagg'd thee again— 
What a dreadful thing it would be to be dumb ? 

| | Mer. 


la ;—as for 
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Mer. You ſee it is notin the power of Urganda 


to protect you, or to injure Cymon and Sylvia—T 


will be their protector againſt all her arts, tho' ſhe 
has leagu'd herſelf with the demons of revenge 


Me have no power but what reſults from our virtue. 


Fat. I had rather loſe any thing than my ſpeech. 

Mer. As you profeſs yourſelf my friend (for, with 
all my art, I cannot ſee into a woman's mind) I 
will ſhew my gratitude, and my power, by giving 
your tongue an additional accompliſhment. 

Fat. What, ſhall I talk more than ever? 

Mer. ( ſmiling.) That would be no accompliſh- 
ment, Fatima.— No, I mean that you ſhould talk 
leſs When you return to Urganda; ſhe will be 
very inquiſitive, and you very ready to tell her all 
you know. | 

Fat. And may I without offence to your worſhip ? 

Mer. Silence, and mark me well—obſerve me 
truly and punQually. Every anſwer you give to 
Urganda's queſtions, muſt be confined to two words, 
Yes and Ne—lI have done you a great favour, and 
you don't perceive it. | 

Fat. Not very clearly indeed. [Aut. 

Mer. Beware of encroaching a ſingle monoſyl- 
lable upon my injunction; the moment another 
word eſcapes you, you are dumb. | mY 

Fat. Heaven preſerve me! what will become of me 

Mer. Remember what I ſay—as you obey or 
negle& me, you will be puniſhed, or rewarded. 

Merlin ffrikes the ſcene, which opens and diſ- 
; covers bis uragons and chariot, w hich carry 
+,  Gimaway. ?: 1310 £44 
Farewell (bowing to ber.) Remember me, Fatima. 
Fuat. I ſhall never forget you, I am fure—What 
a polite devil it is and what a woeſul plight am I 
in? This confining my tongue to two words is much 
worſe than being quite dumb—I had rather be 
ſtinted in any thing than in my ſpeech—Heigho |! 
There never ſure was a tax upon the tongue be- 

ore. | 5 AIR. 
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Tax my tongue! it is a ſhame: 
Merlin, ſure, is much ta blame. 
Wert 10 let it faveethp fru 
Yet. the favours of the great, 
And the filly maiden's fate, 
Often follow Yes or No. 
| Lac a-day! 
Poor Fatima 
Stiniet fo, | 
Th Les # No. LS SN Te 
Should I want to tall and char, 2 
Tell Urganda this or that, 
; ow Hall I about it go; 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will; 
 # muſt keep my clapper flill, _ 
Striking only Yes or No, 
Lack-a-day ! 
Poor Patima f 
Stinted fo, | | 
To Yes or No;  ' [Exie. 
SCENE, Enter Cymon and Sylvia (arm in arm.) 
Cm. You muſt not fights; my Sylmia—love- like 
ours can have no bitter mingled with its fweets. It 
has given me eyes, ears, and un- ing; und 
till they forſake me, I muſt be Sybvia!s. | 
Fyl. And while F retain- mine, I can know mo 
happineſs but with Cymon; — and yet Urganda.— 
m. Why will you ſully again the purity of 
our joys with the thoughts of that unhappy, be- 
cauſe guilty, woman. + Has not Merlin difcevered 
all that was unknown to us? Has he not promthiſed 
us his protection, and told us that we: are the care 
of ſuperiour beings, and that more bleflingy, if poſ- 
ſible, are in ſtore for us? What can Sylvia want, 
when Cy mon is completely bleſt ??? 


— 


Ji . 
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Hl. Nothing but my Cymon ; when that is ſe- 
cured to me, 1 have not a wiſh for more. | 
| l * Thy wiſhes are fulfilled then, and mine in 
bee | Ts 
Syl. Take my hand, and with it a heart, which, 
till you had touch'd, never knew, nor could even 
1magine, what was love; but my paſſion now is as 
ſincere as 1t is tender, and it would be ungrateful to 
_— my afteQtions, as they are my greateſt pride 
and happineſs. | 
Cym. Tranſporting maid ! [ Kiſſes ber hand. 


AL 


Syl. This cold flinty heart, it is you who have warm d 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd ; 
In vain againſt Merit and Cymon, I ftrove z 
What's life without paſſhn—ſweet paſſion of love 


II, | | 


The froft nips the bud, and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froft-nipt no raptures can flow, 
Elyfium to him but a deſert will prove ; 

What's life without paſhon—ſweet paſſion of lobe? 


The ſpring ſhou'd be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 
2 her flowrets 7 2 e Moy, 
Lowe bleſſes the cottage, and fings thro' the grove, ; - 
What's life without paſſion—ſweet paſſin of love ? 
Dym. Thus then ſeize my treaſure, will protect 
it with my life, and will never reſign it, but to 
heaven who gave it me. [ Embraces ber. 
Enter Damon and Dorilas on one 5 and Dorus and 
bis followers on the other ; wha ſlart at ſeeing. 
Cymon and Sylvia. : | 
- Dam. Here they are! 
. $yl. Ha! bleſs me! ( farting. ) 

Dor. Fine doings indeed | . e 
© [Cymon and Sylvia ſtand amaz d and aſbam'd. 
Doril. Your humble ſervant, modeſt Madam 
Sylvia! FE Dam. 
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Dam. You are much improv'd by your new tutor. 

Dor. But Vil ſend her and her tutor where they 
ſhall learn beiter. am confounded at their aſſu- 
rance! Why don't you ſpeak, culprits ? | 

Cym. We may be aſham'd without guilt, to be 
watch'd and ſurpriz'd by thoſe who ought to be 
more aſham' d at what they have done. 

Syl. Be calm, my Cymon, they mean us miſchief. 

m. But they can do us none ;—fear them not, 
my ſhepherdeſs. 

Dar. Did you ever hear or ſee ſuch an impudent 
couple ? but I'll ſecure you from theſe intemperate 
doings. 

* Dam. Shall we ſeize them, your worſhip, and 
drag *em to Urganda ? 

Der. Let me ſpeak firſt with that damſel. 

[As be approaches, Cymon puts ber behind him. 

Cym. That damſel is not to be ſpoken with. 

Dor. Here's impudence in perfection Do you 
know who I am, ſtripling ? 

Cym. I know you to be one who ought to obſerve 
the laws, and protect innocence ; but having paſ- 
ſions that diſgrace both your age and place, you 
neither do one nor the other. 

Dor. I am aſtoniſh'd ! What are you the ſooliſir 
young fellow I have heard fo much of ? 

Cym. As ſure as you are the wicked old fellow 1 
have heard ſo much of. af | 

Dor. Seize them both this inſtant. 

Cym. That is ſooner ſaid than done, Governor. 


[As they. approach on both fides to ſeize them, 


be ſnatches a ſta 71 from one of the ſbepherds, 


and row them 


Dor. Fall on him, but 1 kill him, for I muſt 


make an example of him. 

Cym. In this cauſe I am my ſelf an 3 ; ſee how 
the wretches ſtare, and cannot ſtir. 
| AIR 
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Come on, come on, 
A thouſand to one, 
I dare you to come on. 
Tho unpradtis'd and young, 
Lowe has made me Jour and ftrong ; 
Has tven me a charm, 
ill not ſuffer me to fall ; 
Has fleePd my heart, and nerv'd my arm, 
To guard my precious all. 
[ Looking at Sylvia, 
Come on, Come on, & c. [Exit. 
Syl. O Merlin, now befriend him / 
From their rage defend him | 
[While Cymon drives off the gory of ſbepherds 
on one fide, enter D and bis party, who ſur- 
round Sylvia. ] 

Dor. Away with her, a with her— 

Hl. Protect me, Merlin —Cymon! Cymon! 
where art thou, Cymon ? 

Dor, Your fool Cymon is too fond of fighting 
to mind his miſtreſs ; away with her to Urganda, 
away with her. 

Enter Shepherds, running acroſs diſordered and 
beaten by Cy mon. 
Dam. ( looking back. * 'Tis the devil of a fellow ! 


how he has laid about him |! | [Exit 
Doril. There is no way but this to avoid him. 
[ Exit. 


Enter Cymon {in confuſion and out of breath.) 

I have conquered, my Sylvia Where art thou? 
my life, my love, my valour, my all |—What, 
Cone [a from me then am conquer'd in- 

e 


\ [ He runs off, and returns ſeveral times during the 
ſymphony of the an ] 
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Torn from me, torn 2 me, which way did they 
To death they ſhall bear me, [ take her? 
To pieces ſhall tear me, 


Before Pl for ſake ber 
Tho' faſt bound in a ſpell, 
By Urganda and bell, 
PI burſt thro' their charms, 
Seize my fair in my arms ; 
Then my walour ſhall prove, 
No magick like virtue, like Virtue and Love! 


* 


ACT v. SCENE; 2 Grett. 


Enter URGanDaA and FATIMA. 
Urg. ESI —No!— forbear this mockery— 
What can it mean? I will no: bear this 
trifling with my paſſion — Fatima, my heart's upon 
the rack, and "muſt not be ſported with Let me 
know the worſt, and quickly to conceal it from 
me is not kindneſs, but the height of eruelty — Why 
don't -yc-u ſpeak? ( Fatima ſhakes her head.) Won't 
you ſpeak, 8 e 
Fat. Yes. 2-18; 
+Urg. Go on then. 
Fat. No. 
Org. Will you ſay nothing but No? 
Fat. Yes. 
Urg. Diſtracting, treacherous Fatima]! — Have 
you ſcen my rival ? 
Fat. Yes. | 
 Urg. Thanks, dear Fatima |—well—now go on. 
Fat. No. 
' Urg. This is not t6 be borne—Was Cymon with 
her ? 
Fat. Yes. 184 Dy: 
-Urg. Are they in love with each other? 
Fat. Yes! ( fighing. ) | 
Urg. Where did you ſee my rival? (Fatima ſhakes 
ber bead.) Falſe, unkind, obſtinate Fatima! — 
Won't you tell me ? _ 
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Fat. No. | 
Urg. You are brib'd to betray r me. . 
Fat. No. 
Urg. What, ſtill Yes and No ? 
Fa. Xa: 
Urg And not a ſingle word more ? 
Fat. No. | 
Urg. Are you afraid of any body ? 
Fat. Yes. 
Urg. Are you not afraid of me too? 
Fat. No. 
Urg. Inſolence l Is my _ handſome 5 tell! me 
that. 
| Fat. Yes. 4” 
Urg. Very handſome? _ ; 
| F. 2 Yes, yes. 
g. How handſome ? handſomer than I, or -you? 
2 af, | Yes—No—{ befitating. ) 
Urg. How can you fee me thus. miſetable, and 
not relieve me? have you no pity for me . 
Fat. Yes! ( ſigbing. ' 
Urg. Convince me of it, apd ell we al. 
Fat. No! ( fighing. } 
Urg. I ſhall go diſtracted |—L ave me. 


Fat. Yes. 
Urg. And dare not come into, y I 1 
Fat. No. Curt ſies, and Exit. 


Urg. „ alone, ) She has a ſpell upon her, or ſhe, 
could not do thus—Merlin's power has prevailed—. 
he has inchanted her, and my love and my revenge 
are N diſappointed.— This is the completion 


of my miſery | n 
b e * 


Dor. May I preſume. to d _ a lere. 
reign*s contemplations? 


Urg. Dare not to. approach my miſery, or thou 
ſhalt partake of it. 
Der. I am gone—and Sylvia ſhall go too. (697 * E 
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Urg. Sylvia, ſaid you? where is ſne? where is 
ſhe ? Speak, ſpeak — and give me life or death. 
Dor. She is without, and attends your mighty 
will. — 
 Urg. Then I am a queen again — Forgive me, 
Dorus was loft in thought, ſunk in deſpair; 1 
knew not what I ſaid but now I' am rais'd again 
—Sylvia is ſafe 1. | 
Dor. Ves; and I am ſafe too, which is no ſmall 
comfort to me, confidering where I have been, 
Urg. And Cymon—has he eſcap'd ? 
Dor. Yes, he has eſcap'd from us; and, what is 
better, we have eſcap'd from him. 
Urg. Where 1s he ? : | 
Dor. Breaking the bones of every ſhepherd he 
meets. 
Urg. Well, no matter I am in poſſeſſion of the 
preſent object of my paſſion, and I will indulge it 


to the height of luxury Let 'em prepare my 


victim inſtantly for death. — 
Dar. Yor death !—Is not that going too far? +, 
Urg. Nothing is too far—ſhe makes me ſuffer 
ten thouſand deaths, and nothing but her's can ap- 
peaſe me. {Dorus- going) Stay, Dorus—] have 
a richer revenge; ſhe ſhall be ſhut up in the Black 
Tower *till her beauties are deftroy'd, and then 1 
will preſent her to this ungrateful Cymon—Let 
her be brought before me, and I will feaſt my eyes, 
and eaſe my heart, with this devoted Sylvia No 
reply, but. obey. | hes 
Dor. It is done—This is going too far. [ A/ide. 
Exit. ſhrugging up his ſhoulders, 
Urg. Tho' flill of raging winds the ſport, 
My fbipwreck'd heart Bail gain tht port; 
Revenge, the pilot, fleers ber way, 
Wo more of tenderneſs and love, 
The eagle in her gripe has ſeiz'd the dove, 
And thinks of nothing but her prey, 


-*\s 
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Enter Sylvia, Dorus, und Guards. 


Urg. Are you the wretch, the unhappy maid, 
who has dared to be the rival of Urganda ? 

Hl. Jam no wretch, but the happy maid, who 
am poſſeſs'd of the affections of Cymon, and with 
them I have nothing to hope or fear. 

__Urg. Thou vain raſh creature II will make thee 
fear my power, and hope for my Mercy. | Waves 
ber wand, and the ſcene changes i the Black rocks.] 

H. T am till unmov'd [ Smiling. ] 

Urg. Thou art on the very brink of perdition, 
and in a moment wilt be cloſed in a tower, where 
thou ſhalt never ſee Cymon, or any human being 
more. n 

Syl. While I have Cymon in my heart, I bear a 
charm about me, to ſcorn your power, or, what 1s 
more your cruelty. | 

| [Urganda waves her wand, and the Black Tower” 


appenrs.] | 
Urg. Open the gates and incloſe her inſolence 
for ever. | 


Syl. I am ready. [Smiling at Urganda.] 
X 


Tho various deaths ſurround me, 
No terroys can confound me 
Protected from above, 8 
I glory in my love! © 
Againſt thy cruel might, * 
And in this dreadful hour, 
I have a ſure defence, 
*Tis innocence, | 
That heaw'nly right, 
To ſmile on guilty power ! _ on: 
Urg. Let me no more be tormented with her: 
I cannot bear to hear or ſee her.—Cloſe her in the 
tower for ever | [They put Sylvia in the Tower.] 
Now let Merlin releaſe you if he can. | 
+ wl U 
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[It thunders ; the tower and racks give way to a 

magnificent amphitheatre, and Merlin appears © 

in the place where the tower ſunk : All ſhriek, 

and run off except Urganda, who is firuck with 
1 þ 

Mer, Still ſhall my power your arts confound ; 

And Cymon's cure ſhall be Urganda*s wound. 

| | [ Urganda waves ber wand. | 

Mer. Ha! ha! hah |—your power is gone— 

Urg. I am all terror and ſhame—in vain wave 
this wand—I feel my power is gone, yet I ſtill re- 
tain my paſſions My miſery is complete | 

Mer. It is indeed | No power, no happinefs were 
ſuperior to thine till you ſunk them in your folly 
you now find, but too late, that there is no magic 
like virtue. [ Sound of warlike inſtruments. 

Urg. What mean thoſe ſounds of joy ?—my heart 
forbodes, that they proclaim my fall and diſhonour. 

Mer. The orders of chivalry are aſſembled, ſent 
by Cymon's father, to celebrate and protect the 
marriage of Cymon with Sylvia. 

Urg. Death to my hopes then I am loſt indeed 

Mer. From the moment you wrong'd me, and 
yourſelf, I became their protector -I counteracted 
all your ſchemes, I continued Cy mon in his ſtate of 
ignorance till he was cured by Sylvia, whom I con- 
veyed here for that purpoſe ; that ſhepherdeſs is a 
princeſs equal to Cymon— They have obtained by 
their virtues the throne of Arcadia, which you have 
tÞſt by—But I have done; I ſee your repentance, 
and my anger melts into pity. 

Urg. Pity me.not—I am undeſerving of it—I 
have been cruel and faithleſs, and ought to be 
wretched Thus I deſtroy the ſmall remains of my 
ſovereignty. ( Breaks her wand.) May power, baſely 
exerted, be ever thus broken and diſperſed! © 

| ET brows away ber wand. 
Forgive 
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Forgive my errors and forget my name, 

O drive me hence with penitence and ſhame ; 
From Merlin, Cymon, Sylvia, let me fly, 
Beholding them, my ſhame can never die. 
[Exit Urganda. 

Mer. Falſehood is puniſhed, virtue rewarded, and 
Arcadia 1s reſtored to peace, pleaſure and innocence ! 
Marcn. [Enter the proceſſion of knights of the 

different orders of Chivalry, with Inchanters, Cc. 

who range themſelves round the amphitheatre, 
followed by Cymon, Sylvia, and Merlin, who are 
brought in triumph drawn by Loves, preceeded 
by Cupid and Hymen walking arm in arm, Then 
enter the Arcadian ſhepherds, with Dcrus ard 

Linco at their head, Damon and Dorilas, with 

their fhepherdeſſes, Cc. They ing the follow- 

ing Chorus. 

Chorus, * Each heart and each 

In Arcadia rejoice ; 
Let gratitude raiſe 
To great Merlin our praiſe : 
Long, long may we ſhare 
The bleſſings of this pair] 
Long, long may they live, 
To ſhare the bliſs they give 
After the Chorus and Proceſſion Linco comes forward. 

Lin. My good neighbours and friends, (for now 
I am not aſham'd to call you ſo) your deputy Linco 
has but- a ſhort charge to give you.—As we have 
turn'd over a new, fair leaf, let us never look back 
to our paſt blots and errors, . 

Dor. No more we will, Linco. No retroſpec- 
tion. 

Lin. I meant to oblige your worſhip in the pro- 
poſition ; I ſhall ever be a gocd ſubject {bowing 10 
Cymon and Sylvia,) and your friend and obedient 
deputy. Let us have a hundred marriages a 

| | S , A an 
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and no more inconſtancy, Jealoufy, or coquetry from 
this day.— The beſt purifier of the blood is mirth- 
with a few grains of wiſdom we will take it every 
day, neighbours, as the beſt preſervative againſt bad 
humours : Be merry and wiſe, according to the old 
proverb, and I defy the devil ever to get among you 
again ;—and that we may be ſure to get rid of him, . 
let us drive him quite away with a little ſinging and 1 
dancing, for he hates mortally mirth and good fel- 


lowſhip. 5 F 
AIR. | 


Dam, Euch ſhepherd again ſball be conſtant and kind, 
And ev'ry firay'd heart ſhall each ſhepherdeſs find. 
Del If faithful our ſhepherds, we always are true, 
Our truth and our falſehood we borrow from you, 
Chorus. Happy Arcadians, fill fhall be; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free, 
Fat. Let thoſe who — ſword and the ballance muſt hold, 
To int reſt be blind, and to beauty be cold. 
When juſtice has eyes her integrity fails, 
Her ſword becomes blunted, and down drop her ſcales. 
Chorus, Happy Arcadians, fili ſbali be; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free. 
Lin. The bliſs of your heart no rude care ſhall moleſt, 
While innocent mirth is your boſom's {weet gueſt ; 
Of that happy pair let us worthy be ſeen, 
Love, bonour, and copy your king and your queen. . 
Chorus. Happy Arcadians, Hill ſhall be; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free. 
Syl. Let love, peace, and joy ſtill be ſeen hand in hand, 
To dance on this turf, and again bleſs the land. 
Cym. Love and Hymen of bleſſings have open d their 
ore, | * 
For Cymon with Sylvia can wiſh nothing more, 
Both. Lowe and Hymen of bleſſings bade open d their 


Ivia with Cymon more. 
f all be 3 1 * 
ous and free. 
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PROLOGUE, for New Yeors Day. 
Spoken by Mr. K1NG. 


Core obedient at my brethrens call, 
From top to bottom, to ſalute you all ; 

armly to wiſh, before our piece you _ 
A ear—to you—you—you—and you! 

r n root cone "TRE Gall: Gall. 
From you the play'rs enjoy, and feel it here, 
The merry Chriſtmas, and the happy year. 

There 1s a good old ſaying—pray attend it; 
As you begin the year, you'll ſurely end it; 
Should any one this night incline to evil, 
He'll play for twelve long months, the very devil! 
Should any married dame exert her tongue. ' 
She'll ſing, the Zodiac round, the ſame ſweet ſong: 
And ſhould the huſband join hi muſic too, 
Why then tis cat and dog the whole year thro”. 
Ye ſons of /aw and „for your caſe, 
Beſure, this day, you never take your fees: 
Can't you refuſe ?—then the diſeaſe grows ſtrong, 
You'll have two itching palms—Lord knows how long 
Writers of news, by this ſtrange fate are bound, 
They fib to day, and fib the whole year round. 
You wits aſſembled here, both great and ſmall, 
Set not this night afloat—your critic gall 
If you ſhould ſnarl, and not incline to laughter, 
What ſweet corapanions for a twelvemonth after 
You muſt he muzzled for this night at leaſt; 
Our author has a right this day to feaſt. 
He has not touch'd one bit as yet —Remember 
*Tis a long af. from now to next December. 
"Tis holiday! you are our patyms now; 


If you but grin, the critics wont bow, www. 
As for the plot, wit, humour, language—1 
Beg you ſuch trifles kindly to paſs by; 

The moſt eſſential part, which ſomething means, 
As dreſſes, dances, finkings, fymgs, ſcenes !— 
They'll make you ſtare! nay, there is ſuch a thing 
Will make you ftare !—ſtil} more for I muſt fig: 
And ſhould your taſte, and ears, be over nice, 
Alas; you'll ſpoil my finging in « trice. 

If you ſhould grew!, my notes will alter ſoon, 

I can't be in—if you are ent of tuned 

Permit my fears your fayour to beſpeak, 


M 's a ſtrong one, and I but eveak. : 
| hoop repens (alluding to bis late accident. 
If you but ſmile, I'm firm, if | 


I ſturable— 
Scarce well of one, ſpare me 2 turnble. | 
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Spoken by Mrs. ABINGTON..... - 


| (Enter booting is at the Nr >: 2: ds 
S the ſtage clear ?—bleſs me. I've fach a dread} 
It ſeefns enchanted ground, where er I tread! 
| ' (Coming forward. 


What noiſe was that |—huſh — twas a falſe alarm. 
I'm ſure there's no one here will do me harm, 
Amongſt you can't be found a ſingle knight, 
Who would not do an injur'd dammſel right —' 
Well—heav'n be prais d, I'm out of magic reach, 
And have once more regain'd the pow'r of ſpeech : 
Aye, and I'll uſe t—for it muſt appear, 
That my poor tongue is greatly in arrear.—- 
There's not a fernale here but ſhar'd my woe, 
Ty'd down to 18, or ſtill more hateful vo, 
No is expreflive—but I muſt confeſs, 
If rightly queſtion'd, I'd uſe only ves. 
In MzzxLi1n's walk this broken wand I found, 
| | -  (Shewing a broken wand. 
Which to twvo werd my ſpeaking organs bound. 
Suppoſe upon the towa I try his ſpell—- 
Ladies, don't ſtir—You uſe your tongues too well. 
How tranquil ev'ry place, when, by my ſkill, 
Fol Tx is mute; and even SLANDER (till ! | 
Old goflips ſpeechleſs—bloeds would breed no riot, 
And all the tongues at Joxna TRAN's he quiet! 
Each grave profeſſun mult new buth the wig; 
Nothing to ſay, 'twere needful they look big! 
The reverend doctor might the change endure, 
He would fit ſtill, and have his fine cure! 
Nor could great folks much hardſhip undergo; | 
They do their bus'neſs with an AR or Yol 
But, come, I only jok d diſmiſs your fear; 
Tbo' I've the pow r, I will not uſe it here. 
I'll only keep my magic, as a guard, 
To awe each critic, who attacks our bard. 
1 ſee ſome malecontents their fingers biting, | 
Snarling, The ancients never knew ſuch writing 
The drama's loſt !—the managers exhauſt us 
« With opera's, monkies, mab gnd Dr. Fauſtus.”. 
Dread Sirs, a word !—the public taſte is fickle ; 
All palates in their turn we ſtrive to tickle 
Our cat'rere vary, and youd{tHiwmgt leaſt, 
It is variety that makegfthefealt. 


If this fair circle ſmilgegapd che gadFtbunder, 
I with this wand will the critics Inder. 
* * &d : 3 4 + 
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